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Summary: Well, there's no way to sugarcoat this, but hey why not; I'm 
dead, well.. I WAS dead. From one hell to another, only this time I 
have to play a Hero.. Which really sucks because I don't want to be 
one... (SI/OC) Lee X OC, (Main) Sasuke X OC (Some) M: Lang. Gore, 
Violence, Lime/Lemon {Poss.} 


Reluctant Hero 
**Reluctant Hero:** 

Written By: Spirit of Wynter 

_* *Disclaimer : Spirit of Wynter doesn't own Naruto. Naruto belongs to 
Masashi Kishimoto-san; all Spirit owns is Sakurano Aika of 
Taiyougakure, and her family. This is only a hobby because I 
apparently have too much time on my 
hands . * *_ 

_**Thanks : **_ 

_**Writer's Note: Reluctant Hero **is inspired by:_ 

_Vaegnir's Iryo Nin Kasa_ 

_SilverQueen ' s Dreaming of Sunshine, _ 

_KlonoaDream ' s Butterfly Child_ 

_Reluctant Hero (I hope) would help make up for my lack of activity 
on Fan . Critiques are welcomed; Flamers, not so much (Though I would 
still listen to your opinion on how to make it better.) ._ 


_I will warn you, this would be starting out slow, and deliberate, 
though it would get better as the story goes on. Check out my dear 
friend (and roommate) BloodySandGirl ' s fic Of Blood and Sand, as it 



would be the sister 's story to my 0C._ 

_Thank you for viewing! Read, Review, 

Favorite !_ 

_~Spirit 

**Prologue** 

_Death leaves a heartache no one can heal, love leaves a memory no 
one can steal . _ 

_~From a headstone in Ireland _ 

What happens when we die? 

Do we go to heaven, or do we go somewhere else? 

Or are we cursed to wander the slips of time and space while leaving 
those we left behind? 

I never knew the answer honestly, and like all of us, death itself 
was FAR from my mind. I was entirely focused on staying alive in one 
cruel world, of where people like myself were thought to be used and 
abused; people like me stayed Topside, out of and away from the 
danger, despite it being everywhere. I was twenty-one when I died, 
quite young for someone of my stature in society, and despite of my 
abilities, death wasn't something that scared me. It rather made me 
relieved because to be honest, my world was hell. Evil people were 
everywhere, and if you weren't careful, you find yourself either dead 
or in worse places. 

The only things that kept you alive were the Sanctuary, the Watchers 
and the Squads; Two of which gave you a guarantee of being able to 
see the light of the next day. The Squads, well... They implied what 
they are meant to be done. My point is, in my world, everyone pulled 
their own weight, even after the Armistice of Wars was signed; anyone 
who DIDN'T pull their own weight were more or less executed, no 
questions asked. Many movements were made to abolish the Armistice 
(or at least abolish the Squads for their brutality) , but none ever 
succeeded, as it was a necessary evil in this newborn Revolution of 
the World. 

Though looking at you now, you're not here listening to a ghost talk 
about her past and her life; You're here because I have a story to 
tell. I suggest you sit yourselves down because this story is going 
to be a long one for me to tell. 


End 
f ile . 



